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could only sit still. Not that there was much sitting
still. Another machine dropped a message asking
us to prepare a landing-ground, and we had no one
to do it with but the Turkish prisoners. These poor
wretches were not really in a state to do anything,
and the Sherifian officer who was put in charge of
them did not get much out of them. We had to
take the job on ourselves, and managed, with the
help of an Arabic-speaking Turkish non-commis-
sioned officer, to clear a large enough space in the
course of the afternoon.
At nightfall the detachment came back with ter-
rible tales of Turkish atrocities at Tafas village,
three miles north-west of Deraa, and of Arab re-
prisals. Ali Jaudat told me that he and Lawrence
had tried vainly to save a batch of prisoners from
being massacred by the Bedouin, whose latent
savagery had been aroused by the sight of butchered
women and children. He told me too that a
Bedouin horde had swept into Deraa, the flames of
whose burning showed that the Turks had aban-
doned it. The detachment was to march at dawn
and take formal possession of the town in the name
of the Arabs, leaving the Bedouin to harass the
retreating Turks, who were streaming through
Shaikh Miskin, with a formidable German rear-
guard who had beaten off all attacks. The 4th
Division were on the hills between Rimtha and
Deraa, and it was politically important that the
Arabs should win the race. There was some wild
talk among the irregulars of killing the unhappy
creatures who had been working at our aerodrome,
and the rest of the evening was spent in a series of
false alarms that they were to be massacred, re-
lieved for a moment by a celebration dinner to